ACT III

SCENE I
ARIMANT, with a letter in his hand: INDAMORA.

|RIM. And I the messenger to him from you ?
Your empire you to tyranny pursue :
You lay commands, both cruel and unjust,
To serve my rival, and betray my trust.
Ind. You first betrayed your trust, in loving me;
And should not I my own advantage see ?
Serving my love, you may my friendship gain;
You know the rest of your pretences vain.
You must, my Arimant, you must be kind :
Tis in your nature, and your noble mind.

Arim* I'll to the king, and straight my trust resign.
Ind* His trust you may, but $you shall never mine.
Heaven made you love me for no other end,
But to become my confidant and friend :
As such, I keep no secret from your sight,
And therefore make you judge how ill I write :
Read it, and tell me freely then your mind;
If'tis indited, as I meant it, kind.
Arim. I ask not Heaven my freedom to restore.

[Reading.

But only for your sake------I'll read no more:

And yet I must------

Less for my own^ than for your sorrows sad------

[Reading.

Another line, like this, would make me mad------
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